NIEMPSOR KAR

'Knot sheets and scarves.'

'Yes, but it takes time to climb down; if he heard -
if he came - '

'We must. Yanivi: the babies?'

'You can take yours - mine! - if you like to risk it.
He can keep his own. But it's terribly far down:
suppose I broke my leg!'

Tibar waited below in the dusk, he and his men,
and spat and bit on their melon seeds and shifted
their porters' poles and did not dare look up too often
at that faintly lighted window. People passed to and
fro, but hardly any noticed there were new porters,
and none gave it a second thought. A splinter of wood
fell on to Tibar's hand; the porters were on their feet.
Down the wall fell the coil of scarves and down the
coil climbed Lallek, Lallek with the baby clutched
between her and her rope. Everyone stopped and
looked and crowded round and pulled at the porter's
cloaks, till the chief of them cried out: 'I am Tibar,
son to Niempsor Kar, and this is my sister!' The
rope ended above their heads; for a moment Lallek
hung, then dropped, and Tibar caught her and his
men held him as he stumbled to the weight. From
the ground she gasped and pointed: 'Yanivi!' And
the crowd heard and passed it on and pointed too.
They could see in the gathering darkness, first the
climber half-way down the rope, and then the
window above - and suddenly a shape in the
window, a head and shoulders! And a cry from the
climber and the rope hauling up from them. 'Let
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